WATERBURY

EVENING

DEMOCRAT, SATURDAY,

JULY 1,

1899.

P &

HIS PATRIOTIC PILGRIMAGE.

By Margaret Pulling,

Maxwell Johnson had a theory about
the Fourth of July. His theory was
that, as the Fourth is the XNational
Holiday by excellence, it Is the husiness
of a good American on that d:

&s much of the nation as possible.

“If you stay in one place,”” he said,
“even If it be the most thickly popu-
lated center in the country, vou doan't
gee much of the American people—zet
no variety, you know. What I want to
do I8 1o see lots of Amerlcans of differ-
ent sorts and watch how

feast."”
“Well, then,” replied his friend and
fellow clerk, with whom he was dis-

cussing the malter. “"the hest thin
ean do, arcording to your theory, is to
Eet on an express train and ride as fur
as you can for yvour money boetween
midnight and midnight.”
“Nothing of the Kind, my Doy Who
celebrates on a train” By doing that
¥ou ‘wouid only see a very few people
,ﬂ'h]y your fellow passengers—and they
A would be only stewing, and fuming, and
wishing they could be gt home, letting
off shooting crackers. Na, gir. The hi-
cycle is the thing. 1 tried it last year,
and the result was—I should
result would have been very satisfac-
tory if a fool wagzon driver in a | i
I ran into at Middletown hadn’t be:
pedal and compelled me to Iay up all
day for repairs. This time [ ing to
start out early in the morning and keep
& good lookout for wagons

“Goling to ride all day?" his frien
asked in astonishment. “Won't vau be

yviou

played out by sunset? Who's going
with you?"
“Played out? Not a hit. I'm going

by myself, unless I happen to plek up
pome chance acqguaintances on the rond
I'm in great training, you know anid
ean come back by rall from Bufalo—
hat's to be my objective puint—at
ight.”

“Well, I want to hear how it wo
laid the other man, with & =o

"AND CARNTE MOORE WAS ONE."

skeptical fntonation to his volce. “Youo | small-featured girl for  ohoice—ahout
must tell me all about It—if we're both | that man's strawborey hair, and, as h
alive next day.” had no one to talk 1o aboutl it the
Now, whether thiz doubter of John- | humor of th = swrousht upon him
son's plan ever was satisfied of its | so that he had b ditHenlty in Keep-
1erits or not is a matter apart from | ing  hinseif mishehaving by

the story. What concerns us Is whether | | hi Aty
ohnson himselfl had reason W Le Tl orst of it was that before John
eased with the working of his scheme san had ot through hils rmush and miltk
He started out in the early dawn of & it becames  evident that the flame-
pical July day. His wheel was pol- | headed man suspected him of watehing
Ped and in good working order His | them. He spoke In whispers ta the
zht tweed jacket was strapped bhehind wirl, who doldred up rep e ap-
he seat. As he rode at a good starting | parently with il 1 T T rs
Zalt past some scattered groups of very | tion was becoming 1 Tohn=
young bo) who were up early with [ sur 3 Nt ey i thy

the intention of letting no minute of th
day zo by without its exploasion, his
goasamer shirt bulged and flutteresd
Bally in the morning breeze, and the
metal buckle of his leather Delt giinted
and winked in the firsg
country's own. sun,

this pilgrim of patriotism  rodde
forth through city streets and through
suburban lanes, meeting many plegs-
ure seekers, passing some who werg go-
ing his way, passed by very few, hut
not entering into conversation with
any.

-

they Keep the |

rays of his |

He looked like the youth “who ! seemed to be that

Hiore througl snow and jee a hanner
with the strange devive"—naot i
course, as regardod-his sureoundings,
in which there wak no indication of
snow opr of jee: not in his general get-

un, which was in strong contrast to all
that s Alpine and pedestrian, but in
the stern determination ol his features.
Like a good and far-sighted general
he had settled on his first halting place
befare he staried. Tt was to AL a
roadside inn twenty-tive miles trom his
polnt  of departure—guite far enough
from home for him to begin to Teed his
riotic  soul with  the sight of a
Fourth of July rhorning speat difer-
ehtly from what It would be fnthe city
|
|

Here he stopped a Hitle tired, very
hungry, but in the best of spirits, at
o'clock. HBul as f[or
s, villags

1= nathing of the
The scene was
wlieslmen |

Al nine rival
celihriations—oratio
and the lik there w
kind to he seen there.
exclusively ong of wheels,
and whe VOTIEn

WHile Juhnsdn
the mush and other

bands

walled patiently for
eptablos for which

he had humbly petitioned a bhusy and
haughty satiress, he lodked about him
upin the thirong of his fellow-citlz <

and his attention at hecgrme X

pwpon the couple wWhic oecuptad  the
next talde in front of him,  He could
nut h leineg thHem, tirst, Decauase |
they werr noexr arnd directly in thoe
H ol cennd Liteause the
Wwus very pretty, h ngr dark hai
nall, delicare Teptures: thirdly, |

the n = hoilr struck him as
T B0 I riy a8 match to the straw- |
berrics i Crenm —ospeeially the
faormer—which they wers | -

Johnson mads :
1 thee =ulj

that '

ki

h-u|-E;1_\_1-\ H t with a red-

headed fellow ot 1,

Naturally, just hecause he was tryine
not 1o seen interested i this om .
Johnson showed plainly that he ool
not k o his eyves off them. By what
P vl et o the twio e juidired that
the mon wanded Lo et up aud cone
aver  and demand an explanation of
his (Jolingan's) rideneszs, and thiat the |

egirl was doing all she could to resteain
her irascibli The result of the
whispered dialogue hotween the two |
they determiined 1o

cHCOri;
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PATRIOTISM
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O the Turner Hall—rwas In days -
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of peace—

they sang,

am Rhein™

chor

of peace—
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Came the broad-eyed sons: of - :
Herrmnann,
and the Verein bapds, and the songs,

Were all distinctively German.
The sweeplng chorale of “Die Wacht

Weat up in & roar parmonie,
And every sloger of that

To the plenie m'm\m(ls——'twrm in days

N

Thronged the sous of Garlbaldl
tain's daughter was vivan

.2 Belin Terese (Grimalddl
There were cauzgnets in the Tuscan

By gqnud and by battaliom,
Aol the gulding spirit of the day's

Scemed in every way Itallan.

'No forelgners these—In the

No Italian flag apove them!
Wo Irish song for o eall to arma!
they storm the earthworks
With “Yaunkee Doodle” their callying

And their 8ghéfog flag 0ld Glory.

Maenoer-

st

AN
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Through the brisk March winds—'twas
in days of peace—
Marched the green-sashed sons of)
Erin;
And the liltings to which thelr reet
kept time
Were us Keltic as thelr bearing.
The shamrock’'s sprig gleamed - o
every breast,
Whetlher man or mald or matron,
@hile the flag of St. Patrick floated)
free,
The gonfalon ~f their patrom

. Imw
Across the fdeld—twas In days ~ o2,
var—
Raced three platoons at the double,
For they had te carry the rifie pita
Which blazed like hell on the bub
bLie!
STwas Captaln O'Flannagan led the
charge,
Whiie Corporal Schwanentingler
Trorted shoulder to shoulder up the
o slope
th Tagliafer, the bugier.-

Wi

eat their breakfasts and get out of the
place as quickly as possible. They cer-
tainly seemed to hurry over their eat-
ing, and when they got up from the
table In front of him and picked their
way out of the room, Johnson, though
he could not help being sorry to lose
sight of the girl, comforted himself
with the thought that Internecine strife
on  the mpational holiday had been
avoided.

S0 far all was well. When Johnson
came out on the broad porch of the inn
to take his wheel and his departure
he saw nothing of those two.

He allowed himself but little time for
a pipe and a rest, but took up hls pil-
#rimage quickly, forgetting the pretty
girl and her Dblazing companion, but
bent on seelng the country and the
people as much as he could before sun-
down. In this mood he persevered over
dusty roads all through two sweltering
morning hours,

It was when he had painfully tolled
to the top of a diabolical hill that he

The juvenlle party outside were
divided in their opinions as to whither
the man had gone in his search. 8o
Johnson and the girl made their way
back to the fence corner where he had
found her sitting in sorrow.

“But it's no use waiting here,” sald
Johnson.

“I'm so thirsty,” sald the girl.

“SBuppose we go back to the Inn,™
Johnson suggested.

The girl made him tear a leaf from
his pocket book, and on it she wrote,
"We are gone back to the inn. Couldn’t
wait.”” And she signed it “g. M.,™
which, she said, stood for Carrie Moore.

Jobnson thought that everything
would be well after that., His patriotic
pilgrimage had been once more cut
short by fate, but, on the other hand,
he had picked up one and as he hoped,
another cheerful companion for his
Fourth of July outing. But he over-
looked the irascibility of the man who
was scouring the country for a monkey
wrench,

ge

“THE GIRL WAS

SRECTDE

VERY PRETTY.”

noticed what at first looked like a heap
of summer dress material sitting on a
prostrate bicyvele near a post-and-rail
fence. Coming nearer, Johnson saw
that the object which had attracted his
attention was a dejected girl, whose
head was bowed between her hands,
very much in the pose of abandoned
Jerusalem in an allegorical painting.

“(yh, it's you!” sald the girl, suddenly
looking up at Johnson.

Strangely enough that was the very
remark Johnson was making at the
same moment, though not aloud. He
had recognized the dark-haired girl at
the inn.

“Can I be of any service to you?” he
asked her, politely ignoring her excla-
mation.

“1 think you ought,” she said. *But
1 don't see how you ean help me. It
really was your fanilt.”

“ay fault?" Johnsz=on asked, In sur-

ise,
’ “Never mind,” she made haste to add,
“I pusghtn't to have said that. He's
gone to get a monkey wrench at that
farmhouse., I suppose they haven't got
one, He's been gone half an hour—oh,
more than that—and I've been boiling
here all this time.”

“From what you sayv T suppose you
must have loosened a bolt 2

“¥es, loosened a bolt, See there, It's
that one. And I didn't bring my tool
case along. And his monkey wrench
was no good.”

“I've got a monkey wrench,” said
Johnson, delightedly, unstrapping his
own tool case.

It was not by any means a serious or
complicated piece of repairing that
Johnson had to do—a sc¢rew looge in the
girl’s pedal and, as he afterwards dis-
covered, a nut to be tightened under
the saddle. But when the repairing
had been effected the question arose,
which way ocught they to go?

She decided that they ought to go
down to the farmhouse and inguire
for the gentleman who had called there

Johnson and the whilom distressed
damsel had no sooner seated themselves
to suck lemonade through straws on
the piazza of the inn than a solitary
"bicycle dashed up to the front steps.
Its rider's hair was red, and so was his
face. What he said, as he flew up the
resounding wooden steps, need not be
written down here. He was a quick-
tempered man and had visited three
farms in search of a monkey wrench,
only to be derided by the cccupants.
To be brief, he struck Johnson.

The scene that followed was a dis-
grace to any Fourth of July. Neverthe-
less it attracted a crowd and, in the end,
Johnson triumphed. The hotel keeper
came quickly on the scene and decis-
ively ejected Miss Carrie Moore's hot-
tempered escort.

- - - - - - -

"Well,” =aid Johnson's fellow clerk
next day, “how did your patriotic per-
egrination come out? It seems you got
a tumble."

“0Oh., that's nothing,” =aid Johnson,
feeling & bump over his left eye. *1 had
a splendid time."

“Saw a good many kinds of fellow
cltizens, eh 7"

“Yes,” said Johnson, "“Next year I'm
not going alone—going to make up a
party.”

‘Which he did. And Carrie Moore was
one of the party.

for the loan of a4 monkey wrench,

“What, that red-headed dude?' a
woman in a check apron asked, when
they had run the gauntlet of a fire-
eracker party of bepys and girls and
three flerce-looking dogs. “L don't
know where he's gone off to. I told
him my husband wasn't to home, and
1 didn't know where to put my hand
on no monkey wrench,”

oS Als,
LI\ L\

THE SONG

IChree little crackers,

_All lying in Johnnie’s pocket.

Eald the first little cracker untp the

two other little cracks,

*If you don't get out I'll go off like a
rocket!™

ree little crackers,

1 lying in Johnnie’s pocket,

d the second little cracker untn the

OF THE CRACKER.

twa other littie ecracks,
“If you don't gey out 1'11 zo off like a
rocket !
Three little crackers:
All Iying in Johnnie's puochor,
Said the third lHttle cracker, with @
pul® snd o hang
“I"'am off lHke asgreat sky rocket!”

‘ommie had had a fine time this
ourth; at least he thought it had
heen fine, but perhaps a certaln poor

dren and a number of grown folks, all
of whom he had annoyed with his
tricks and fireworks that day would
not have agreed with him.

It was late in the evening. and his
| day’s sport was over. He lay on the
. moft, emooth lawn in front of his home,
. quietly watching the last fireworks of
. the day that were going off from all
' directions. He could see the giant
' yoekets shoot up into the alr and burst,
. throwing out the beautifully colored
. stars; he could see the rainbow showers
. the ighted balloons =ail away into
-» untll they were specks no larger
B the stars; he could hear the boom
~#L cCannon and the bang of giant crack-

‘the'fun he had had that day.
What sport it had been to tie that big
1 h of fire crackers to that skinny,
w dog's tall, then touch a match to
Tun away at a safe distance and
the poor dog run and jump and
p get away from the crackers when
g went off with a bang! bang!
3 funny it wasa to set off that im-
ame cracker mear the spot where old
ndie wis placidly chewing her cud,
'see her jump and tear around the
gure as If something were after her.
it had been s0 “unny to throw
‘at the feet of little children
. them cry with fright and run

‘house,
- mpre what Tommie considered
tficks had he played, too numer-

TOMMIE’S FOURTH OF JULY. |

Ey Mabel

dog, a cat, a cow, several small chil-|

of the “oman candles; he could waltch |

As he lay on the grass watching |
ay he was living over agaln

| they stood!

F. Scofield,

whispered he mizht
of Tun

have any amolnt
without being rude or eruel |

He was lving =20 guieily that he ol |
almost fallen asleep—at least his cyes |
were elossd—but he apened them i-
denly ns he heard a heavy step near

him, and, rubbing his eyves, he jumped
up and found himself face to face with
—ves, it was the same dog he had tope-
mented, for there was that spot on his
head and the left ear with a hole in It

But the face seemed different, for in-
stead of that half-starved, hungry ook
was one of triuvmphant joy and de-
lHght. On his back were some package
af oh, such lmmense crackers! Thes
rolled off his back and then kept on
rolling and rolHng until they were right
at Tommie's feet. Then they separated
and stood all around him on all sides
like soldiers In scariet uniform. And
how big they grew! As he looked at
them they grew larger and larger each
moment until they were as big as Tom-
rnie himself!

He was so frightened it seemed to
him his heart stood still. And those
hideous crackers seemed to all he grin-
ning at Him! He turned to run as the
dog had done that morning, but a great
big cracker jumped on his foot and held
him. There was nothing to do but stay
and awalit his fate,

Tommy looked around to see if anv-
one were pear to help him, and at a
safe distance away he saw some old
people and little children, whose faces
looked familiar, all laughing and hav-
ing a good time, apd a certain cat and
cow were actually ¥haking with laugh-
ter and looxing stpaight at him, while
the dog seemed tofenjoy it most of all,

Then a big erapker counted *Qne,
two, three! Go! And all of those
crackers went coff§jat once just where

rafening nolse they

“to-Tommy it would

SRR
= .

N - {l /
W) 15,, - g ‘___ Al T
W

kill him. It could not have been worse
if a c¢annon had gone off in his ear!
And then the smoke and powder al-
most ehoked him; bhe thought he was
dying. But presently [t all c¢leared
AWAY.

But, oh, horrors!, From all directions
great torpedoes as large as his head

| tame rolling, rolling along, faster and

faster, until he was surrounded by a
mass of the great white bails. Then a
“devil-chaser” came zlg-zaging along
at a terrific pace, hitting Tommy's feet
and knocking kin: down, then pursuing
ite devious course among the torpedoes

L up, his fa

white
Lthose

he

But

terror.
animals
He thought
they knew how bad he felt,
had laughed
seemed so long ago, when he had given
them such frights with his Fourth of
July jokes.
could have dong it
ferent, somehow, now,
what wa'l? coming now?
Lkind of a giam‘was approaching,. As
it came nearer
rocket, but of sugh a size he had never
; ) 3 | Been or even
with such force that they all exploded. | be, -Tts top see
T % himselt ce | It had _

And
still srinning
they would nau

at mimml | and

But then |
which now

that day,

“Ha!' ha!

He¢ now wondered how he

Things looked dif- | this present

Some
fommy -=aw o owas a
med a rocket could
d to touch the clouds.
pndly  look, Tommy
3K, : ¥ - e :gv 3¢
e ¥ A ' 2o :

went up to
no =0 i | with fear, and salid,
can sail so far and high, could you take
me away from here
laughed the
with a voice like thunder.
ing you seemed perfectly delighted with

M,

rocket
“This morn-

The Youngest Member of the Family.

there were all | thoaght, so e tried to appear brave,
it, though trembling
Rocket, you

Why do you

wish to leave them new?"
Then seeing the Inok of terror and
fright on Tommie's white face he said,
“Well, yes, I'll take you,
Tommy selzed the stick of the rocket,

. and Held on as fast a3 he

yellow dog approached wi

me along."

ould. The
a pleased

look on his face, touched off the rocket,
and whizz! whirr! away they went into
space. Soon there was a burst, Then
Tommy felt himself dropping, down,
down, down! Oh, what was he coming
to next! Still he held on to that stick
and stHl he Kept going down, down,
ever down!

At last he struck something with a
thud: he was on the lawn in front of
hiz own home!

He sat up and rubbed his eyes, Yes,
it was all over, for there was the fa-
miliar house with the big elm in front,
and all around him was the soft, green

grass, and up in the air overhead were
the last of the whizzing rockets! i

A FOURTH OF JULY JOKE,

It was a hot, close evening, the third
of July. many vears ago.
yer and some friends were sitting suat-
side of his office in Springfield, IIl., to
get a breath of the evening air. They
lounged about comfortably in their
chairs, tipped them back against the
wall of the bullding, and amused them-
selves wlking on different subjects.

The conversation turned upon the
erowing of cocks, and the young lawyer
remarked that he could set all the
cocks in the region about to crowing.
So he gave a shrill, clear "Cock-a-doo-
!" In a second came a re-

dle-doo-oo!
sponse from a rooster not far away,
then another took up the refrain, then
another, and so on until all the roosters
residing in that region had had some-
thing to say about it.

The small boys of the town, awak-
ened by the lusty crowing, and taking
it as a signal of the dawn of the glori-
ous Fourth, Jumped into their clothes
with the speed that is impossible on
any day but that one, and in a few
moments bang! bang! bang! went
crackers, torpedoes, small cannon and
everything rplse employed on that day
to make a noise.

All over the town resounded the boom
and bang, and doubtless many an in-
nocent s=leeper was roused from sweet
slumber by the untimely announcement
of the Fourth, while the young lawyer
and his companions enjoyved a hearty
laugh at the joke that had been played
on the boys.

This young lawyer afterwards be-
came President. A

PUZZLE.

My first Is In fire but not in sky r et;
My second is found in every ‘boy's
pocket; \
My third in burn syou may descry
My fourth in the torpede spy:
My fifth in hurt, not scream, you's
My sixth in wheel will always be; |
My seventh in ¢annon, not in gun
My eighth is always found in fun
My ninth In jolly, not in sad;
My tenth in ple re, not in bs
My eleventh in Rognan candle
My twelfth In folly
The total is a tim
Observed throug

A young law-. -7




